HELSINKI, January iotb, 1940

JLT has been quiet in Helsinki for the last few days in
spite of an assurance on the Moscow wireless on Sunday
night that the city was going to be given a lesson on the
next day. So, with two other journalists, an Englishman
and an American, I took the opportunity to go and have a
look at a Russian prisoners* camp * somewhere in Finland.9
A car came to the hotel at seven o'clock in the morning to
take us along.

We had along drive of about 150 miles ahead of us, and
we left Helsinki in the half light before dawn along a
beautiful wide concrete road which had been pretty well
cleared of snow by snow-ploughs. The chauffeur drove
at what seemed to be an appallingly dangerous pace on
the very slippery surface, but I was somewhat reassured
when he told me that he was the veteran motor-cycle
racer of Finland, and had had several records to his credit.
And certainly we managed to reach our destination
without mishap, except for the time when we met a snow
plough round a sharp corner and had to swerve into the
ditch. But we got out of it all right.

It was snowing slightly most of the time, so there were no
Russian aeroplanes about, and the driver assured us that